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The River 


Author's Notes: 
| thought it would be fun to make Axl the dominate one in these things. 


| was an alcoholic. There was no question. | was 22 years old and | drank every single day. I'd die in a gutter if 
it wasn't for this talent that | had. Inside the pounding headache | could see the colors of the room trying to 
swirl around me. There was my guitar propped up in the corner. | could play it now, | could play it when | was 
half asleep, | could play it drunk. | had to play it drunk. | could still die in a gutter, but it would be near a home 


| owned. 


| flipped my hair out of my eyes, the dark curls that have sheltered me and shielded me almost all of my life. 
People without talent might wonder if it exists, but people with talent knew it did, because it was like magic, it 
was almost disconnected from your usual fucked up activities of drinking and being a loser. The talent exists 


separate from that. 


The door banged open, and | peered out from under my curls to see who it was. It was Axl, the only one who 


wasn't fucked up in this band. Shit was getting bigger now, more places to play, and the good gigs, the weekend 


gigs. Record companies were sniffing around. None of the rest of us would have been able to deal with that, or 
navigate through it. We were all strung out on something, and Axl used to be, too, but he pulled his shit 
together real fast. 


| sat up on the bed, trying to appear un-hung-over. IT was ridiculous. | mean, Axl used to drink, he used to 
smoke pot, he used to snort coke, he used to shoot heroin. So what if | still did? What was he, my fucking 
mother? But it felt like that. 


"Slash," he said, the note of incrimination in his voice. | could get real sick of his attitude real quick, but mostly 
| tried to hide it. | wanted to play the guitar and still get wasted. | saw that | needed him to figure the shit out 
for me, to get shit done, to attend to all the nagging little details that | couldn't handle. | needed him. 


"Hung-over?" he said, even though he knew | was. 
"No," | lied. | lied, but he only told the truth. That was a scary trait. 


"You fucking liar," he said, climbing on the bed with me. Axl was like a chameleon, there were a lot of ways he 
could look. Right now he looked lean, like an alley cat that wasn't eating enough. He looked sharp, his cheek bones 


too prominent, his eyes glassy from hunger. 


"Yeah," | gave in. He fucking knew it, anyway. He straddled me and | felt the slight pressure of his weight. He 


leaned in and kissed me. 


"You smell like booze," he said, and | felt shamed. | felt like | was travelling down some fast river on a rickety 
shit boat when Axl was around. He did what he wanted. He kissed whoever he wanted, he fucked whoever he 


wanted, he beat whoever he wanted. He always told the truth. 


| lied because sometimes you had to, to be rice, to save other people, to save yourself. The truth cut you, it 
made you bleed. | watched him pin my wrists to the bed above my head and lean over again and nibble on my 
neck. He thought he could do whatever he wanted, but | was stronger than he was and could turn the tables 


real qui ck. 


But | let him do what he wanted because | needed him. | needed him to get us from local LA. band to super 
band selling a million albums. | couldn't do it, Izzy and Duff couldn't do it, and forget Steven. | loved Steven but | 
didn't think he would survive the year, not the way he was diving into drugs of any sort. At least when you're 


an alcoholic or a junkie you are loyal to your substance and it defines you. Steven was a drug whore. 


"You're beautiful," Axl said, whispering in my ear, and | closed my eyes. | felt like a fuck-up, | felt ordinary, | 
felt ugly. But if Axl said | was beautiful | knew it was true. | let him do what he wanted to because | liked how 
| felt when he was around, kind of scared and excited at the same time, kind of like the fields around me could 


suddenly burst into flames. 


More kisses, down the side of my neck to my chest, and now | could see the straight red hair, greasy and 


stringy, hanging across his forehead and over his shoulders. Every bone he had was visible, his shoulders 
almost delicate, just bone. | saw the vertebrae in his back, each one distinct and rising and falling under his pale 
skin | touched his back, feeling him tense and almost jump. | was heavier than he was, more muscular. Maybe 


it was all the empty calories from alcohol. 


"Let's do it," he said when he came up for air. | wasn't sure about the "it" he was talking about but | knew 
there would be no denying him what he wanted. He narrowed his eyes to two green slits and set about getting 
my shirt off and then he unbuttoned my snug jeans. | closed my eyes, letting the crazy fast river sweep me 


away. 


